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Butterfly 


Author's Notes: 
| have absolutely no idea where this came from! 


Sitting on your throne, you express an air of power and majesty. Dressed in pinstripe trousers and a black 
jacket, your hair is a stark contrast to the cold, concrete building. You survey the scene, willing those who are 
watching to leave. You called me here, to watch the shoot and bask in your glory. Because you know what | 


want. More than that, you know what you want, always have done, always will do. 

A bracelet, a crucifix dangling from it, is wrapped around your wrist. With a flick of said wrist, you dismiss all 
but myself. Once they've gone, your eyes settle on me, my heart pounding as your mouth twists in to that 
infamous sneer. 


"Junior." 


| feel myself raise an eyebrow. "Dave." 


| can smell your cologne, a sweet, yet masculine, tang in the air, its notes triggered by the slight movements 


of your body. 


You gesture me closer but | refuse to move, standing my ground. Who fired who, Dave? I'm no longer your 


pet, here to come when you whistle and snap your fingers. 

"You want back in the band?" 

Ah, the immortal question. | feel a power struggle begin as | reply, "You that desperate for attention?" 

You snicker and roll your eyes. "Don't think | haven't seen your pathetic attempts to rebrand yourself" 

| don't let it hurt me like it's supposed to you. Instead, | grin but remain quiet. You want me? Then work for it. 
Don't think | don't know why I'm here. Your new bass player not bending over for you? Or you've not found a 
mount as good as me? 

Folding my arms across my chest, | glare down at you. "So?" 

You smirk and raise an eyebrow. "So what?" 

"Why'd you call me?" 

Your snigger is as crisp as autumn leaves. "Because | wanted to see if you'd come running. And you did" 
Rolling my eyes, | swing around and head for the door. It's always been the same with you, always will be. You 
want everything and when you don't get it you pitch a fit. You've spent the last few years doing nothing but 
put me down. Apparently I'm a hack, a vulture, and had been riding your coat tails. But I've not released the 
emails you sent, the ones where you've begged to see me. | never replied, letting you wind yourself in to a 
frenzy. You'd made it perfectly clear that you didn't want me any more, that I'd outlived my usefulness. You'd 
hit the big time and no longer did you need your "sidekick". People fell at your feet and told you how much 
they loved you. No longer did you need someone to laugh, and smile, and reassure you. Suddenly | was 
superfluous to requirement. 

"Junior!" 

There's a note to your voice which | haven't heard in a long time and my gait slows. I'm not going to turn 
around and look at you because | know the look which will be on your face. That tone I've just heard is one of 
desperation, the one you've used when you're lonely. It still goes through me, spiking my heart. | close on the 
door, reaching for it when you call again 


"David, please." 


Fuck. When was the last time you actually called me by my given name? | stop and drop my head with a sigh. | 


know what's coming and | don't want to give in. | want to be strong. | want to walk away and never see you 
again | want to hold my head up high and say, "Yes, | survived Dave Mustaine". 


"David" Your voice trails off and | can hear a hint of pain in it, the pain which you've lived through your whole 
life. We healed the wounds which the other carried and | thought that, when | walked away, your life was whole 


for the first time ever. 


Turning from the door, | look at you, my heart dropping. Your face is writ with the years of abandonment, a 
heart broken a million times. Family, band members, friends, all have kicked you to one side. You're partly to 
blame, your attitude and abuse pushing them away. But it's still not pleasant when someone you thought loved 
you cuts you off. You want attention and your ego feeding, even if it's only for a few moments. You crave 
that attention. It feeds you, and makes you whole, even if it's only for a short time. 


Striding over to you, | wrap my hands in the waves of your flame-red hair and force my mouth against 
yours. Roughly | kiss you, feeling you buck beneath me as you claw at my clothes. | refuse to let you come up 
for air, my tongue exploring your mouth. Finally you return the kiss, as roughly as mine, our teeth clicking 
together, blood spotting my bottom lip. | can taste it on my tongue, a rust flavoured taste, and | push your 
head back, all but straddling your lap as we fight for dominance. 


Pulling back, | stare down in to your glazed hazel eyes, your chest rising and falling as you catch your breath. 
My own breath comes in rasping pants and my eyes fall to your suddenly tight trousers. Grinning, | watch as 
you squirm, knowing what you want. How badly do you want it, Dave? 


Quietly you plead with me, your eyes wanting me to come closer. And | do, kneeling at your feet. How did | 
come to be back here, on my knees and looking up at you? How quickly you've managed to draw me back in to 
your web, your claws sliding beneath my skin. | should hate myself for it, for coming so easily back to you. In 
the bottom of my soul, | do, a seething blackness which will rear its head once I've left. 


Pushing your legs apart, | undo your pants and pull out your cock My mouth almost waters at the sight and, 
for a moment, | admire it, my fingers stroking over your hard length. You groan and push yourself back, back 
arching and thrusting in to my hand. Slowly | trace the cock | once knew so well, the one | sucked and fucked a 


hundred thousand times. Gently | pull on it, listening as you moan, the hard flesh throbbing against my palm. 


Leaning forward, | wrap my lips around the head, breathing in your musky scent. It's a scent which is so 
uniquely you, and | hate to admit that I've missed it. | hate to admit that I've missed sucking your cock, yet | 
do it with relish, winding my tongue around the head. For a while, | lavish the head, my tongue dipping in to the 
slit and lapping out your salty-sweet precum. Above me, you groan and squirm, your hand resting on the back 
of my head. A blessing from Lord Mustaine; | really couldn't ask for more. 


Your fingers knot in to my hair, pushing me lower, but I'm not going to move that quick. You wanted the 
attention and now you're getting it. Because when it's all over, you'll start whining again, wanting more than | 
have the energy for. l'm not sure if | can go another ten or twenty years with you. As much as | loved being 
with you, loved seeing the world and playing with the band, the energy it took to remain by your side nearly 


killed me. lm not sure if | can stay, possibly having to watch you stumble and fall again | loved you, Dave, l'm 


just not sure if | can again. 


Eventually | give in to your pushing and moaning, sliding my mouth down your cock Opening my throat, | 
swallow you, eyes closing as | hear myself sigh with pleasure. My own cock is aching in my pants but | want to 
finish you before | help myself to a little slice of heaven. That way | can go away and lick my wounds while | 


jerk off to the thought of us. 


You obviously like what I'm doing because you groan and push yourself in as deep as you can go. Thankfully 
years of doing this have given me a great gag reflex and | work my way along you, bobbing my head, my 
tongue tracing the pulsing veins. You taste delicious, your flesh velvety smooth. Gently | sink my teeth into 
you, listening as you gasp. The gasp turns to a groan as | scrape them along you before pulling away. Your 
hand remains tangled in my hair, moving with me as | kiss my way along your cock, enjoying the feeling of you 
against my lips. Softly | kiss your balls, their tightness making me shiver. | roll them over my tongue, lapping 
up every bit of your scent. The kisses make you pant and | force you to wait before | slide my mouth back 
down your length. 


You mumble my name, alternating between David and Junior, not quite settling on one. It's strange to hear 
because, for so many years, | was Junior. Then, once we disbanded, | became David. For the first eighteen 
months, | felt schizophrenic, people on the street switching between the two names. | had a Pavlovian response 
to each, half hoping that whenever | heard Junior you'd be standing behind me. You never were and | learned 
to move on, finally settling on David. No longer was | Junior, and | definitely didn't want my name shortening to 
Dave. Too many memories of it being someone else's name. | definitely don't chastise people for calling me 
Dave, but it does make open up a gaping hole of darkness. From now on, I'll always be David. If | ever return to 
the band, that's what I'll be known as. Call me Junior and lIl walk. I'm way past the wrong side of twenty-five 
for you to be calling me by that pet name. 


Sliding my mouth all the way down you, | tighten my throat around your cock. You grunt, tugging at my hair 
as you come long and hard, your cock throbbing. | gladly swallow everything you have to offer, sucking every 


last drop from you. 


When you're finished, | pull away and give your softening cock a final kiss before | tuck you back in to your 
pants. Without even looking up at you, | wipe my mouth and get to my feet, heading for the door. | don't get 


five steps before you call me. 


Sighing, | turn, my hands shoved deep in to my pockets. | want to return to my hotel and strip off my jeans so 


| can roughly jerk my cock until | scream your name. 


Yet you tell a different story. Gone is the barrier you'd built around yourself, the one intended to keep me out. 
Your face is lit with a passion | thought had died many years ago. In your eyes is an adoration | thought had 
died the moment | first stepped from your bed. You're relaxed and happy, something | haven't seen for many 


years, even in the interviews | guiltily watched in the wake of my leaving. 


"David?" Your voice is soft and it makes my heart soar. 


Swallowing around the lump in my throat, | return to you, my legs feeling weak Placing my knees on either side 
of your thighs, | willingly lower myself to your lap, arms dangling uselessly at my sides as | stare in to your 
eyes. 


When your arms wrap around me, | finally give in, the walls I've built crumbling down, Sliding my hands around 
your neck, | rest my head on your shoulder, my body relaxing as you rub my back. You've done it again, just 
as when | was eighteen. You've gotten yourself beneath my skin, coaxing me out of my cocoon and turning me 


into a beautiful butterfly. Until today, | didn't realise just how far I'd retreated back in to myself. 


Holding on to you, | whisper the four words I've been holding back for so long, refusing to think them, let alone 


say them. "I love you, Dave." 


You turn your face and | feel you smile against my cheek. "I love you too, David" 


